THE FLIGHT TO INDIA

we pored diligently over the maps identifying here a narrow-
gauge railway faintly below us, and there the confused tracery
of the split-up channels of some minor river which had probably
altered its course a dozen rimes since the map was made. The
clear metalled grand trunk road faded away behind us to give
place to almost indistinguishable dusty cart tracks. Soon
enough we sighted the familiar trees and the turfy spaces of
Pumea. A turn or two around it to announce our arrival, then
a few minutes on, and our wheels were trundling smoothly
over our own landing-ground of Lalbalu where the big canvas
hangars were standing ready to house our machines for their
voyage into the unknown/'
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